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COMFORT  A  LA  CARTE  is  Kay  Chnstophei's  byword  for  off-duty  hours. 

She  chooses  short  menswear  flaniieJ  slacks,  10.95;  ^  cardigari 

jacket,  22.95;  3"^  3  rayon  crepe  jockey  blouse,  9.95  ii  casual  clothes  shop 


CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO 


HOLIDAY  HOOP-LA  gets 
off  to  an  auspicious  stait  with 
Christopher  Allen  wearing  a 
shimmering  satin  date  dress. 
Black  satin  skirt,  14.95.  B'sck 
satin  top,  9-95.  from  The 
Casual  Clothes  Shop 

CARSON  PIRIE 
SCOTT  &  CO 


FAIR   AND   WARMER    is 

the  prediction  for  NeiJI  Stock- 
house  in  Iier  shiver-shooing 
muskrat  lined  coat,  140.00 
(plus  Federal  Excise  Tax) 
from  Noith  Room  Coats. .All 
woo]  dress,  25.00,  from  The 
Casual  Clothes  Shop 

CARSON  PIRIE 
SCOTT  &  CO 
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CHAPARRAL 

Stanford  University 

California 
Editors, 
PURPLE  PARROT 
Dear  Sirs, 

As  you  may  or  may  not  know,  PURPLE 
PARROT  was  at  one  time  a  member  of 
Hammer  and  Coffin,  national  college 
honorary  humor  society,  but  about 
four  or  five  years  ago  stopped  run- 
ning "Member  of  Hammer  and  Coffin" 
on  the  masthead. 

Because  of  the  war,  no  one  here 
ever  checked  up  to  find  out  the  reason 
for  this  and  thus  I  find  our  records 
are  incomplete.   I  would  appreciate 
it  very  much  if  you  would  try  to  find 
out  what  the  status  of  H  and  C  is  at 
Northwestern. 

Wishing  you  another  successful 
year  of  publication,  I  am 

Sincerely  yours, 

Barney  Gugel 
National  President, 
Hammer  and  Coffin 
Editor,  Chaparral 

Dear  Barney  Gugel, 

We  would  appreciate  it  very  much  if  you  tvould  try 
to  find  out  what  the  status  of  PP  is  at  Northwestern. 
Terrv  and  the  Pirates, 


Misses  Miller  and  Rogers: 

Though  I  have  felt  that  the 
PURPLE  PARROT  has  and  is  restricted 
to  but  expression  of  one  aspect  of 
college  life,  I  must  add  that  in  that 
expression  it  does  very  well  and 
seems  to  be  succeeding  very  well  this 
quarter. 

I  would  classify  it  as  one  of  the 
best,  if  not  the  best,  of  its  type  of 
magazine. 

Harry  Tomaras. 

Mr.  Tomaras, 

We  feel  we  think  alike. 

Misses  Miller  and  Rogers. 
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IT'S    BEEN 


I  WAS    OUT    of    breath    when    I    entered    36.     Burp 
glanced  anxiously  at  me. 
"None."  I  said  drily.    "There's  not  one  in  the  city." 

My  nerves  were  pretty  much  on  edge  by  that  time.  I 
hadn't  had  a  cigarette  for  3  hours  and  it  was  beginning 
to  tell  on  me.  I  didn't  want  Burp  to  see  what  bad  shape 
I  was  in.  She  hadn't  been  smoking  long  and  couldn't 
understand  how  I  felt. 

"Oh!",  she  said  almost  cheerfully.  "Hoos  will  have 
some  tomorrow  at  5.   Mr.  Hoo  said  they'd  be  in  for  sure." 

"5  o'clock."  I  groaned.  "Tomorrow!  What  a  laugh." 
I  knew  I  couldri't  last  until  then — 24  hours.  There  was 
no  use  kidding  myself.  I  had  to  find  some  cigarettes. 
There  were  some  in  the  house  but  everyone  was  being 
cagey  and  saying  they'd  just  smoked  their  last.  Days  ago 
even  Burp  had  stopped  carrying  her  pack.  She  just  car- 
ried one  in  her  pocket  to  protect  herself  from  the  un- 
fortunates. 

I  tried  to  detain  her  as  long  as  I  could.  I  didn't  want 
to  be  left  alone.  It  was  easier  when  you  could  talk  about 
it  to  someone.   But  she  finally  left  and  I  was  alone. 

My  fingers  tapped  nervously  on  the  desk.  5  o'clock 
had  always  been  a  hallowed  hour  for  me.  The  hour  to 
sit,  relaxed,  cigarette  in  hand,  meditating — watching  the 
blue-grey  smoke  curl  and  curl — upward. 

There  was  none  of  that  calmness,  that  composure  to  be 
found  then.  The  muscles  of  my  lungs  cried  out  and  my 
fingers  kept  nervously  tapping.  The  possibility  of  a  stray 
cig  in  the  room  struck  me.  Frantically  I  searched,  put- 
ting anxious  fingers  into  purse  after  purse  only  to  collect 
particles  of  tobacco  under  my  nails.  My  coat  pockets 
were  the  same — tobacco  but  no  cigarettes. 

A  distrust  of  Burp  and  her  cheerfulness  engulfed  me 
and  I  began  to  attack  her  belongings.  I  was  alert  for  the 
sound  of  footsteps  as  my  hands  swept  in  and  out  of  her 
drawers,  pockets,  and  note  books.  I  found  none  but  ex- 
perienced no  remorse  for  having  mistrusted  her.  My 
need  had  blotted  out  honor. 

I  assumed  a  casual  attitude  and  sauntered  to  Leeper's 
room.  When  I  reached  the  doorway  the  sweet  fragrance 
of  cigarettes  hit  me.    It  was  torture  just  smelling  them. 

"Got  any  cigs,  kids?"  I  croaked,  trying  to  keep  the 
tremor  out  of  my  voice. 

Leeper  looked  at  me,  straight.  "Yah,  Bow,  just  have 
two  left  but  I'm  saving  them  for  studying  tonight." 

"My  God,  two!  I  thought.  "Hoarding!"  I  felt  like 
screaming.  Leeper  had  always  been  a  good  friend  but  she 
was  rapidly  sinking  in  my  estimation.  It  was  girls  like 
Leeper  who  made  it  tough  for  moderates  like  me. 


"Hoos'll  have  some  tomorrow  at  five."  She  added. 
"Why  don't  you  go  over  then." 

"Hoos  at  five — Hoos  at  five"  I  mimiced  silently. 
"Damn  Hoos!"  Twenty-four  hours  without  a  cigarette. 
I'd  need  a  stretcher  to  carry  me  over  by  that  time. 

As  I  dejectedly  entered  my  room  after  tapping  all  re- 
maining possibilities  I  remembered  how  odd  Lambroy  had 
acted  when  I  caught  her  unwrapping  a  box  of  White 
Owls  at  noon. 

"Smoking  cigars  these  days,  Lambroy?"  I  had  shouted. 

"Oh,  no."  She  had  been  slow  to  answer.  "Just  some 
things  from  home,  you  know." 

"No,  I  don't  know."  I  had  drilled.  "What's  in 
the.  .  .  ." 

Lambroy  was  gone,  the  phone  had  rung  and  she  had 
fled,  box  in  hand  to  answer  it. 

"What  a  dope  you  are.  Bow."  I  told  myself.  I  realized 
there  must  be  thousands  of  cigarettes  in  that  White  Owl 
box. 

Seeing  the  coast  was  clear  in  28  I  began  my  hunt.  I 
was  just  opening  the  last  drawer  when  Mrs.  Q.  walked  in. 

"Oh!  Bow!  What  are  you  doing  in  here — robbing  the 
girls."   She  snickered.    The  idea  seemed  to  please  her. 

"No,  just  looking."  I  tittered  back.  And  waved  my 
arms  around  to  illustrate  looking. 

"Oh.  Well  tell  Lambroy  I  got  those  things  for  her 
party,"  she  offered,  and  left. 

That  confirmed  it.  Lambroy  was  having  a  cigarette 
party.  I  listened  for  Mrs.  Q's  retreating  footsteps  then 
opened  the  last  drawer.  I  ran  my  hands  through  it  until 
I  hit  a  box.    I  felt  it  carefully. 

"It's  it,  it's  it."  I  stifled  a  squeal.  With  a  nervous  yank 
I  pulled  the  top  off  and  found  myself  lunging  for  a  big 
black  cigar. 

Disappointment  came  so  bitterly  that  I  had  to  bite 
back  tears. 

"Lambroy 's  smoking  cigars."  I  was  filled  with  disgust. 
How  depraved! 

I  raised  a  cigar  idly  to  my  nose.  It  smelled  good.  It 
was  tobacco  and  it  smelled  good.  I  stuck  two  in  my 
jacket  and  was  soon  behind  the  locked  door  of  36. 

My  hand  was  so  shaky  by  that  time  that  I  had  to  press 
it  against  my  bureau  as  I  lit  the  cigar.  I  puffed  and  felt 
a  surge  of  joy  as  I  watched  the  room  take  on  that  familiar 
blue  haze.  But  it  began  to  swim — the  room  had  never 
swum  quite  like  that  before.  I  put  the  cigar  aside  and 
moved  to  my  bed.  As  I  lay  there  the  walls  closed  in  and 
out  in  a  slow,  easy,  wavy  motion.   There  was  a  high,  sharp 
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5'  0     LONG 


by  VERA  GOTTSCHALK 


ringing  in  my  head  and  a  growing  darkness  before  my 
eyes. 

When  I  came  to  hours  later  the  room  was  still  blue 
and  the  cigar  smell  was  strong.  I  put  my  hand  out  and 
grabbed  for  what  had  always  been  a  cigarette.  My  hand 
merely  clawed  empty  space.  Then  I  remembered!  A 
feeling  of  depression  swept  over  me  like  a  hand  pushing 
me  down,  down.  The  empty  feeling  between  my  lungs 
and  stomach  was  back  again. 

"Leeper!"  I  thought.  I  knew  Leeper  and  her  all  night 
studying.  If  she  had  survived  eleven  o'clock  an  all  time 
record  had  been  set.  I  headed  for  her  room.  The  top 
part  of  my  head  seemed  to  grate  against  the  bottom  part 
as  I  took  each  step. 

I  was  wholly  unprepared  for  the  sight  in  Leeper's 
room.  The  lights  were  blazing  and  half  the  chapter  was 
standing  around  Leep  who  seemed  prostrate  with  grief. 

"We  should  keep  that  door  LOCKED."  Lambroy  was 
saying.   "This  was  destined  to  happen." 

"Who  let  her  in?"  offered  a  figure  in  Dr.  Dentons. 

"I  don't  know,"  choked  Leeper.  "She  came  in  my 
room  and  asked  for  a  pencil  sharpener.  She  looked  like  a 
Moo  Beta  to  me.  When  I  came  back  with  the  sharpener 
she  was  gone." 

"What  happened?"  I  got  in. 

The  chapter  looked  at  me  with  an  annoyed  tolerance 
and  Leeper  broke  out  into  new,  rather  violent  sobs. 

"The  thief  took  Leeps  cigarettes — both  of  them,"  an- 
swered a  voice. 

"Oh,  God."  I  thought.  "They're  gone,  they're  gone, 
they're  gone." 

"Yes,  and  that  isn't  all.  Bow,"  Burp  added.  "She  took 
two  of  the  50c  cigars  Lambroy  bought  for  Curley." 

I  felt  stifled.  I  had  come  to  this.  I  was  no  better  than 
a  depraved  thief  who  was  stealing  from  house  to  house. 

I  hurried  back  and  spilled  the  remainder  of  my  Taboo 
to  disguise  the  cigar  odor.  I  then  began  my  vigil  'til 
morning.  My  nerves  were  like  raw  bones  and  sleep  was 
impossible. 

My  first  round  proved  fruitless.  My  hands  were  really 
bad  now — my  lungs  ached.  Mr.  Hoo  suggested  I  roll  my 
own  so  I  bought  a  package  of  loose  tobacco  and  paper. 
I  was  so  nervous  that  I  kept  tearing  the  paper  but  I 
finally  got  one  made.  It  looked  more  like  a  recessive 
chromosome  but  it  was  tobacco  and  paper — a  cigarette 
to  me. 


My  whole  arm  was  shaking  now  and  the  match  kept 
missing  the  cigarette  by  a  foot.  I  had  to  put  the  match 
on  the  window  ledge,  kneel  down,  and  light  it  that  way. 
It  burned  all  the  way  down  with  the  first  drag  and 
singed  my  tongue. 

"God,  this  is  ducky."  I  thought.  "Now  I  won't  be 
able  to  taste  that  Lucky  at  five." 

How  I  got  through  the  day  'til  five  I'll  never  know. 
At  3:30  I  peddled  to  Hoos  so  I  could  be  first  in  line. 
Three  others  arrived  when  I  did  and  I  noticed  that  their 
voices  were  rather  high  pitched  and  hysterical  when  they 
told  me  I  could  be  first.  I  got  out  my  18f^  at  4:59,  and 
at  five  the  exchange  was  made  quickly  and  I  had  twenty 
cigarettes  all  to  myself. 

I  slipped  the  pack  in  my  pocket.  A  feeling  of  elation 
surged  through  me  as  I  peddled  furiously  back  to  the 
house. 

"Oh  what  a  beautiful  morning."  I  sang  shrilly. 

I  slackened  my  speed  before  reaching  the  house.  I 
couldn't  afford  for  anyone  to  guess. 

Finally  safe  in  my  room  I  held  the  pack  to  my  nose 
and  smelled.  I  lingered  over  this  ceremony  but  finally 
opened  it.  My  hands  were  really  in  bad  shape  now  so  I 
lit  the  match  by  scraping  it  on  the  floor  with  my  foot 
and  crouched  down  getting  a  light  that  way. 

In  my  chair,  again,  I  relaxed  peacefully.  Oblivious  of 
all  that  had  gone  before,  I  knew  that  I  would  be  safe  for 
a  few  hours. 
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Jlagartati  OHjrtBtmas  ly  froxg 


UNDOUBTEDLY  some  of  my 
readers  have  heard  over  the 
radio  during  the  past  year  a 
series  of  educational  broadcasts  con- 
cerning the  little  known  neutral  coun- 
try of  Flagaria.  These  talks  were 
given  b^'  my  brother,  the  noted  news- 
caster, Professor  Bill  Thompson 
(You  remember,  he  was  the  first  to 
catch  a  Gremlin  in  his  bath-tub,  and 
hold  him  there  until  he  had  removed 
the  ring  from  the  tub).  But,  for 
those  of  3'ou  who  were  fortunate 
■enough  not  to  hear  these  broadcasts, 
I  will  explain  that  Flagaria  can  be 
found  on  most  world  maps  located  in 
the  center  of  three  other  neutral 
countries,  namely ;  Mulvania,  Bosla- 
via,  and  Pangravia. 

Enough  of  this  baloney,  where  arc 
the  women ! 

But  I  forget  myself,  and  I'll  bet 
some  of  you  wish  I  had. 

Recently'  the  Editors  asked  me  to 
pi-epare  an  article  on  little  known 
Christmas  traditions,  and  remember- 
ing some  of  the  quaint  customs  of 
Flagaria,  I  thought  I  would  write 
about  the  Flagarian  Christmas. 

To  begin  with,  let  us  glance  at 
some  of  the  other  customs  of  Fla- 
garia, such  as  the  great  national. 
Flagarian  holiday,  Beavermouth 
Tuesday.  This  is  the  same  as  our 
Groundhog  Day-  which  they  don't 
celebrate  in  Flagaria  because  the 
groundhog  is  the  national  flower,  and 
they  all  realize  that  they  would  look 
silly  going  around  with  a  groundhog 
in  their  lapel,  because  a  groundhog 
has  no  pedals,  except  when  he's  rid- 
ing a  bicA'cle. 

One  of  the  big  labor  holidays  is 
the  celebration  of  Coal  Miners  Day. 
On  this  day  it  is  the  custom  for  the 
different  Guilds  of  coal  miners  to 
gather  in  their  favorite  beer  hall,  and 
sing  to  a  group  of  pretty  girls  the 
Coal  Miners  Song.  "You  Go  Get 
Your  Shovel,  I'll  Take  My  Pick." 
When  this  song  is  sung,  the  girls 
giggle  demurely,   and  scuttle  out  of 


Also  by  Donald  Bryce  Thompson 
Also  buy  War  Bonds 


the  room,  amidst  traditional  mur- 
murings  of  the  coal  miners  "Look  at 
those  lumps  go."  Thereupon  disdain- 
ing the  beer  they  all  go  out  and  get 
coke.  (Ed.  note:  Dear  reader,  this 
lug  had  a  gag  in  here  about  "anthra- 
cite for  sore  eyes."  but  the  Purple 
Parrot  draws  the  line  at  something. 
Praise  Allah!)  (Author's  note: 
Who's  Allah.?) 

One  of  the  big  social  events  of  the 
year  is  St.  Bicycle's  Eve,  celebrated 
in  the  Pump  Room.  When  the  hosts 
for  these  parties  get  the  check  for  the 
evening's  entertainment  that  soon  lets 
the  air  out  of  them. 

A  ]iarallel  between  Flagaria  and 
our  OH  n  country  is  found  when  a  ship 
is  built.  We  launch  it  by  striking  it 
across  the  bow  with  a  bottle  of  cham- 
pagne, while  the  spectators  watch  the 
ship  slide  down  the  runway  into  the 
water.  Whereas,  in  Flagaria  ships 
are  never  launched  because  at  the 
launching  party  the  spectators  dis- 
mantle the  ship,  drink  the  cham- 
pagne, and  the  spectators  slide  down 
the  runway  into  the  water.  This  ac- 
counts for  their  large  floating  popu- 
lation. 

Hallowe'en  is  not  celebrated  be- 
cause, owing  to  the  facial  character- 
istics of  the  Flagarians,  grotesque 
ma.sks  would  be  unnecessary. 

Also,  Easter  is  not  celebrated  in 
Flagaria,  because  one  of  the  s^^mbols 
of  Easter  is  the  Easter  Bunny,  and 


it  is  well  known  that  in  1742  all  rab- 
bits left  Flagaria  in  a  body,  because 
they  resented  the  fact  that  the  Fla- 
garians had  longer  ears  than  they 
did.  It  also  caused  much  bitterness 
among  the  rabbits  to  hear  the  Fla- 
garians in  their  daily  conversations 
use  that  old  bromide  "Go  ahead,  I'm 
all  ears."  This  was  the  famous  Rab- 
bit Uprising  which  lasted  for  the  bet- 
ter part  of  nine  months.  It  was  a 
common  sight  to  see  Flagarians 
wrestling  on  street  corners  with  large 
rabbits,  in  the  street  fighting  that 
took  i^lace  in  those  troviblesome  times. 
At  one  time  the  Rabbit  Army  was 
within  three  hops  of  the  Capitol.  But 
they  were  finally  turned  back  by  a 
stratagem  of  the  Flagarians.  This 
was  the  amplification  over  loud- 
sjDeakers  of  an  old  recording  of  Hor-  J 
ace  Heidt's  entitled  "Run,  Rabbit,  I 
Run."  This  being  played  only  twice, 
the  entire  Bunny  Army  took  rabbit 
strides  across  the  P'lagarian  border. 
And  since  then  no  Flagarian  has  seen 
hide  nor  hare  of  them. 

This  brings  us  to  the  lovely  festive 
season  of  Christmas  in  Flagarifi.  In 
Flagaria,  Santa's  customary  red  suit 
is  blue,  because  Flagarians  are  color 
blind.  For  the  same  reason  Santa's 
whiskers  could  be  green,  but  that's 
going  too  far.  His  sleigh  is  pulled  by 
the  familiar  figures  of  his  reindeer, 
Dancer,  Prancer,  Donner,  and  so 
forth.  But  in  the  Flagarian  lan- 
guage the  translation  of  their  names 
is  Greenberg,  Loberg,  Moberg,  and 
Smith.  On  Christmas  eve.  you  hear 
floating  out  of  the  windows  of  the 
mortgage-covered  homes,  the  strains 
of  that  old  familiar  Cockney  Christ- 
mas song,  "No  'ell,  No  'ell,'  which  is 
a  comforting  thought  for  the  Fla- 
garians as  most  of  them  expected  to 
go  there. 

So  summing  up,  I  think  this  gives 
you  a  good  idea  of  Flagarian  Christ-       j 
mas,  in  fact  I  would  say  this  is  an 
exhaustive    report,    because    I'm    ex- 
hausted. 
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Put  This  In  Your 
Shopping,  Bag 


by  Bill  Brown 


M 


EN  ARE  GETTING  SO  SICK  and  tired  of  be- 
ing told  by  Sue  Shopper  and  Esquire  what  to  give  the 
girl  friend  for  Christmas,  that  we  have  decided  to 
conduct  a  shopping  guide  for  the  female  who  is  ex- 
pecting— rather,  who  is  planning,  to  include  one  or 
more  of  her  favorite  men  on  her  shopping  list. 

For  personal  replies  to  inquiries,  prices,  etc.,  just 
include  yourself  in  a  stamped  envelope  and  send  to 
this  writer.  He  will  appreciate  lots  and  lots  of  in- 
quiries. 


SOMETHING  MASCULINE— In  the  first  place, 
if  he  is  a  man,  give  him  something  masculine.  If  he  is 
not  a  man,  what  the  hell  are  you  reading  this  for? 

For  those  memorable  moments  in  life,  for  those  mad, 
passionate,  forbidden  moments,  we  suggest  a  daring 
scintillating  after-shave  cologne.  He'll  always  remem- 
ber it  and  you.  Its  haunting  scent  will  spin  moments 
into  memories,  and  will  go  straight  to  his  heart. 

If  you're  contemplating  marriage  (and  what  NU 
coed  isn't)  and  he  isn't,  (and  what  man  in  his  right 
mind  is?),  you  might  drop  a  subtle  hint  by  giving  him 
a  pipe,  slippers,  a  dog  and  blueprints  for  a  fireplace. 
This  is  sure  to  move  him. 

Already  we  have  an  inquiry  regarding  the  masculine 
present.  From  a  DG  we  have  received  the  following 
letter : 

"Dear  Xmas  Helper, 

You  say  to  give  him  something  mascu- 
line if  he  is  a  man.     Well,  he  certainly  is 
a  man,  all  right,  all  right,  but  I  just 
don't  know  what  he  wants  from  me.      Of 
course,  pipes  and  ties  are  customary,   but 
he  has  so  many. 
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Really,  he  has  simply  everything. 
What  should  I  give  him? 

Expectantly  waiting, 

A  Junior 

Reply:  Come  on  now,  A  Junior,  a  girl  of  your  obvi- 
ous capabilities  should  have  no  trouble  figuring  that 
out. 

SOMETHING  WARM— Nice  woolen  clothes  are 
always  practical,  but  men  can  usually  think  of  other 
things  in  this  category  they  would  rather  have.  Hot 
water  bottles  are  always  good  wintertime  presents. 
There's  nothing  a  man  would  rather  put  in  his  bed  on 
a  cold  winter  night  to  keep  him  warm.  Special  non- 
leaking,  non-rubber,  non-inflammable,  non-splitting, 
hey  nonny-non  bottles  may  be  obtained  in  delightful 
colors  practically  anywhere. 

Girls,  we  have  found  some  of  the  most  darling  blue 
snuggles  for  that  man,  designed  with  feet  and  guar- 
anteed to  be  very  warm — the  snuggles,  we  mean.  We 
can't  find  the  price  lists  or  shops  where  they  are 
available  just  now,  so  just  forget  the  whole  thing. 

What  do  you  think  of  when  you  think  of  something 
really  warm?  Natch.  Blankets.  For  only  a  few  odd 
dollars  (sorry,  no  even  dollars  accepted)  you  can  pick 
up  a  really  cozy,  wool  blanket  that  he  can  put  on  his 
bed  or  in  the  car.  They'll  not  only  be  practical  now, 
but  just  think  of  next  spring! 

SOMETHING  WET— Oh  boy,  eh?  What's  Christ- 
mas without  a  few  bottles?    What's  Christmas  with- 


out a  jug  of  Christmas  cheer?  What's  Christmas? 
(For  answer,  see  our  Xmas  quiz)  Some  men  will  tell 
you  that  Christmas  was  invented  just  for  Tom  and 
Jerrys.  Now,  of  course,  this  is  not  really  true,  but  a 
lot  of  them  don't  know  that  it  isn't.  And  it's  certainly 
not  up  to  us  to  spoil  it  all. 

Presents  of  this  category,  prettily  done  up  in  red 
and  green  ribbon,  can  be  purchased  any  place  in  the 
world  outside  Evanston. 

SOMETHING     PULCHRITUDINOUS  —  If     you 

don't  know  what  this  word  means,  go  look  it  up.  We 
had  to.  Although  we  understand  that  cheesecake  was 
once  a  popular  Christmas  delicacy,  it  has  now  taken 
on  new  meaning,  but  is  just  as  popular — in  fact,  more 
so.  With  all  the  craze  for  pinups,  what  could  be  more 
appreciated  by  the  male  animal  than  a  picture  of  cute 
you  in  a  bandanna  or  something? 

If  you  haven't  got  the  figure  for  it,  just  forget  about 
this  for  awhile.    We  are  sure  something  will  develop. 

SOMETHING— What,  haven't  you  decided  YET? 
My  God,  woman,  you  have  to  give  him  something. 
We're  afraid  we  can't  help  you  any  further,  because 
we  have  just  about  covered  everything.  As  a  matter 
of  fact  are  having  a  little  trouble  deciding  what  we 
want  from  the  girl  friend. 

If  at  the  last  minute  you  still  haven't  thought  of 
anything,  just  give  him  the  first  thing  that  pops  into 
your  little  head.  That's  probably  just  what  he  wants 
anyway. 


(^^^j?^rj{-f^^ 
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On  The  Double 


hy  PEGGY  SUTLEY 


I'll  ride  the  el  without  much  fuss, 
But  deliver  me  from  a  double-deck 
bus! 

"DUSSES  are  vehicles  designed  for 
^  the  purpose  of  getting  from  one 
end  of  town  to  another  without  the 
use  of  bicycles.  Since  bicycle  parts 
have  gone  to  war,  we  find  ourselves 
more  or  less  at  the  mercy  of  this 
crude  jest  of  civilization.  Wishing  it 
were  less  rather  than  more,  let  us  re- 
cord some  of  our  observations  as  we 
travel  through  Chicago  on  a  double- 
deck  menace . 

As  soon  as  we  reach  the  corner  our 
troubles  begin.  Three  busses  stick  up 
their  noses  and  whiz  by,  but  we  final- 
ly persuade  one  to  stop.  The  driver 
couldn't  ignore  the  eight-foot  barrier 
we  erected  with  the  aid  of  the  Army 
Engineer  Corps  and  two  eager 
beavers  we  found  picketing  the  De- 
partment of  Forestry  Conservation. 
Leaping  aboard  we  force  our  fare  on 
the  driver  and  stagger  to  seats,  fol- 
lowed by  racy  epitaphs  muttered 
from  the  driver's  seat.  We  never  take 
these  things  seriously  unless  he  pulls 
a  Bowie  knife. 

Two  seats  ahead  of  us  there  is  a 
major  battle  in  progress.  Some  poor 
sap  raised  a  window  and  is  now 
fighting  off  twenty  persons  who  are 
definitely  not  fresh-air  fiends.  It's  up, 
it's  down — and  on  into  the  night, 
while  the  timid  little  man  across  the 
aisle  quietly  dies  of  the  draft.  Don't 
feel  sorry  for  him — it  would  have 
gotten  him  sooner  or  later  anyhow. 
(We  had  to  get  that  in.  The  editors 
threatened  homicide  if  the  Draft  was 
mentioned  and  we  are  advocates  of 
Famous  Last  Words.) 

Behind  us  we  hear  a  very  pointed 


tune  intended   for  our  ears.    It  goes 
like  this : 


Oh,  how  I  could  choke 
The  babe  zvith  the  smoke 
On   top   of  a  double-deck 
It  zvould  be  quite  a  joke 
To  choke  her.  the 


bus. 


and  is  immediately  followed  by  gur- 
gling sounds  and  choking  noises 
from  the  composer.  Well,  personally 
we  considered  it  a  dirty  dig  anyway. 
We  decide  she  is  a  Communist  and 
doesn't  know  any  better. 

Being  forced  to  stop  for  a  red 
light  anyway,  the  bus  driver  decides 
to  be  generous  and  pick  up  some 
passengers.  Two  unfortunates  climb 
aboard  as  the  bus  jerks  to  a  stop,  but 
suddenly  the  light  turns  green  and 
the  door  is  slammed,  killing  the  re- 
mainder of  the  hitch-hikers,  who 
later  said  they  got  there  faster  with 
wings  anyway. 

At  this  point  Junior  Schnitzel,  the 
Quiz  Kid,  disappears  from  the  high 
seat  where  he  has  been  amusing  the 
crowd  by  bopping  the  bus  driver  on 
the  head  with  a  crowbar,  much  to  the 
delight  of  a  character  who  has  been 
trying  to  make  the  buzzer  heard  for 
the  past  eighty  blocks.  Momma  is 
frantic  and  doesn't  know  whether  to 
accuse  the  driver  of  foul  play  or  just 
forget  the  whole  damn  thing.  Three 
blocks  later  she  discovers  the  win- 
dow beside  Junior  was  open  all  the 
time  so  she  leaps. from  the  bus  and 
the  last  we  see  she  is  tearing  240 
down  8th  Street. 

When  the  bus  reaches  the  corner 
of  Sheridan  and  Howard,  the  pas- 
sengers kneel  and  pray  in  unison. 
The  driver  turns  grey  and  mops  his 
brow  with  a  piece  of  upholstery  as 


the  heavy  vehicle  lurches  around  the 
corner  on  one  wheel.  (Every  day 
the  Motor  Coach  Company  loses  an 
average  of  9^/2  busses  and  court  costs 
at  this  corner.  The  51st  Vice-Presi- 
dent, the  Hon.  Hiram  Andfirem, 
jjresented  an  amendment  to  the  Com- 
pany's Constitution  which  would 
eliminate  this  obstacle,  but  he  was 
strangled  in  his  own  red  tape,  God 
rest  his  soul,  and  was  awarded  the 
D.S.C.  posthumorously  for  giving 
his  life  for  his  company.  Every  year 
the  date  of  his  death  is  duly  cele- 
brated by  3,000  employees  and 
busses)  The  praying  ceases  as  the 
bus  rights  itself  and  charges  down 
Howard  Street.  The  driver  is  so 
anxious  to  arrive  at  Destination  711 
that  he  cuts  through  two  empty  lots 
and  an  apartment  house,  collecting 
innocent  bystanders  as  he  goes.  Fin- 
allv  we  approach  the  end  of  the  line, 
onlv  to  find  that  the  area  is  swarming 
with  ambulances,  crash  buggies. 
Missing  Persons  officials,  and  news- 
l)aper  reporters  waiting  for  the  casu- 
alty lists.  (Also  a  bearded  guy 
named  Joe,  who  has  been  waiting 
for  the  bus  since  God-knows-when) 
The  paddy  wagon  is  on  hand  to  wel- 
come an  escaped  convict  who  has 
been  making  his  getaway  the  hard 
way.  They  discover  him  with  his 
nose  caught  in  the  windshield  wiper. 
The  driver  thought  he  was  just  a 
crackpot  with  palsy. 

And  so,  while  the  driver  picks  up 
his  black  eyes  and  slinks  into  a  How- 
ard Street  den,  we  bid  farewell  to  our 
fallen  bus-mates  and  pour  out  into 
the  senseless  safety  of  oblivion  as  the 
strains  of  "Bury  Me  Not  on  the  Old 
Bus  Line"  waft  across  our  stalwart 
souls. 
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This  story  is  to  be  read  only 
by  those  persons  believing  in, 
or  under  the  influence  of, 
Spirits. 


fM  ACOP  relaxed  in  his  fur-lined  pinehox  and  hap- 
pily resigned  himself  to  the  task  of  sleeping  into 
eternity.  After  counting  452  heautiful  nudes  jumping 
over  fences,  he  regained  consciousness  when  a  voice 
commanded: 

"Get  the  Hell  up,  Jacop.  I'm  Rigor  Mortis.  My  joh 
is  to  set  in  on  you,  so  move  over." 

Jacop's  muscles  tensed,  his  backhone  stiffened,  and 
in  no  time  he  found  himself  arrayed  in  a  filmy  robe, 
and  gazing  down  at  what  was  once  his  brawny  build. 
Jacop  at  once  realized  that  he  was  a  ghost. 

"Your  first  task  here  in  the  Land  of  the  Aftermath 
will  be  to  manufacture  vacums  for  vacum  cleaners. 
Later,  if  your  behavior  is  commendable,  you  will  be 
promoted  to  chief  bubble-b!ower  in  the  Concentrated, 
Dehydrated  Soap-Bubble  Corporation.  Not  until  you 
prove  yourself  worthy  will  you  be  allowed  to  haunt 
your  old  haunts." 

Jacop  pondered  momentarily  on  the  rabid  ravings 
of  this  ghastly  apparition.  "Naturally,"  he  thought  to 
himself,  "an  occupation  such  as  this  is  entirely  out 
of  the  question  for  a  man  of  my  prestige". 


A  rhythmic  rap  on  the  casket,  to  the  tune  of  Shave- 
antl-a-haircut-twobits,  aroused  Jacop  from  his  thought. 

"This,"  announced  Rigor  Mortis,  as  another  film- 
like creature  filtered  in,  "is  one  of  my  brothers.  Vigor 
Mortis,  the  liveliest  of  the  BMOC.  He  heads  the  Board 
of  Banshee  Entertainment.  He's  also  one  of  our  bet- 
ter dressed  Ghosts,  always  wears  Fifth  Avenue  Sacks." 

"Hail,  Loathed  Melancholy",  saluted  Vigor.  "We're 
off  to  the  Happy  Haunting  Grounds  to  shoot  ghouls. 
"This  is  an  art  which  every  citizen  of  spectredom  must 
perfect.  Your  instructor  will  be  another  of  our  clan, 
Trigger  Mortis,  the  best  shot  in  the  field.  Yep,  com- 
pletely shot." 

Jacop  had  always  prided  himself  on  having  an 
astounding  ability  to  cope  with  strange  situations,  but 
the  prospect  of  playing  the  role  of  a  spirit  and  shoot- 
ing ghouls  was  more  than  he  could  stomach,  espe- 
cially now  that  he  didn't  have  a  stomach. 

He  gulped  inaudibly  and  managed  to  force  out  a 
husky  "Lead  on,  McDuff,"  and  out  they  wafted  into 
the  Realm  of  the  Abstract. 
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GHOST  of  a  Chance 


by  MADELIN  MARTIN 


Jacop's  Adam's  Apple  catapulted  as  they  ap- 
proached what  was  labeled  "Corpse's  Copse",  for 
there,  sidling  among  the  tombstones  was  the  most 
monstrous  spectre  he  had  ever,  in  his  most  rug- 
ged nightmare,  imagined.  Immediately,  he  raised  his 
sling  shot,  placed  the  safety  pin  in  position  and  wailed 
a  hearty  "Bombs  Away." 

"Don't  shoot!"  screamed  Trigger  and  Vigor  Mortis 
in  a  duet.  "That's  our  fourth  brother.  Bigger  Mortis!" 

Bigger  flapped  his  way  over  to  the  droop  group  an«l 
emitted  a  line  of  profanity  of  the  most  impure  beauty. 
"A  bloody  newcomer!"  he  growled,  "For  a  crime  such 
as  you  almost  committed,  I  could  have  you  expired." 

"Not  that,  oh  please,  not  that,"  pleaded  Jacop.  He 
didn't  know  what  being  expired  meant,  but  whatever 
it  was,  he  wasn't  for  it. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  Jacop  was  completely  unnerved. 
What  he  needed  was  a  good  stiff  drink.  And  sure 
enough  that's  just  what  he  got.  Mental  telepathy  being 
child's  play  to  ghosts,  was  immediately  set  to  work, 
and  suddenly  standing  before  Jacop  was  a  ghost  with 
a  white  apron,  towel  on  arm,  and  highball  in  hand. 
"Here  ya  are,  chum.  Compliments  of  Swigger  Mor- 
tis," he  said.  Jacop  thanked  him  and  gulped  it  down 
while  Trigger  and  Vigor  explained  to  Bigger  that  Ja- 
cop didn't  know  what  he  was  doing  so  wouldn't  he 
please  excuse  Jacop's  ignorance?  Jacop  didn't  know 
what  a  ghoul  was,  therefore  he  just  took  a  shot  at  the 
first  ominous  object  he  encountered. 

Bigger  accepted  this  explanation  and  evidenced  his 
good-will  by  giving  forth  with  a  hearty,  "Ta!ly-ho, 
Brothers,  let  us  take  our  new-found  fiend  on  a  tour  of 
the  Land  of  Aftermath." 

At  this  invitation  the  Kindred  Spirits  all  floated  into 
the  five-passenger  Phantom  and  drove  down  Banshee 
Boulevard  to  Ye  Olde  Spook's  Nooke  where  they 
downed  the  foam  on  five  beers. 

They  then  proceeded  to  the  Spectre  Training  Center 
where  the  greener  ghosts  were  being  schooled  in  the 
art  of  opening  doors  and  turning  on  drinking  foun- 
tains. When  Jacop  inquired  as  to  why  these  particular 
vocations  were  pursued.  Vigor  replied  that  those  ap- 


paritions did  the  work  of  the  Electric  Eye  which  gulli- 
ble humans  believe  to  be  mechanical.  Jacop  was  learn- 
ing fast. 

Gremlin  Lodge  was  next  on  the  sight-seeing  lour. 
Here  Jacop  saw  pygmy  phantasms  who  were  constant- 
ly leaping  on  people's  shoulders  and  whispering  sweet 
nothings  in  their  ears. 

"And  now  that  you  have  seen  a  pari  of  our  King- 
dom, you  musi  flip  over  to  the  Employment  Agency 
and  be  assigned  to  your  duty,"  instructed  Bigger. 

Jacop  sidled  down  three  dark  alleys  and  arrived  at 
the  Agency.  The  door  was  opened  for  him  by  a  terri- 
fying black  ghost. 

"Ohmigawd!"  moaned  Jacop,  "What  are  you?" 

"Me  suh?"  Oh,  All's  de  black  sheet  of  de  family, 
Nigger  Mortis.    All's  de  head  custodian." 

Jacop  was  getting  used  to  surprises,  so  he  didn't 
stop  t»  inquire  any  further.  Instead,  he  spread  him- 
self on  the  Employment  counter  and  thoughtfully 
smoothed  out  the  wrinkles  in  his  new  robe.  An  attend- 
ant swished  up  to  him  and  insisted  on  seeing  his  Union 
card  and  Social  Security  card.  Jacop  said  he'tl  never 
been  of  the  laboring  class  and  didn't  intend  to  begin 
working  now. 

"In  that  case,"  said  the  attendant,  you  will  have 
to  leave  Spectredom  and  apply  at  Zombie  Head- 
quarters. All  Ghosts  must  work  until  they  have  earned 
their  right  to  haunt.  Zombies  may  indulge  in  any 
vices  which  they  please." 

Tiie  life  of  a  Zombie  appealed  to  Jacop,  and  if  he 
could  spend  the  rest  of  his  death  loafing,  he  would 
not  miss  the  virtues  of  Ghostdom. 

As  he  traveled  to  Zombie  Headquarters,  he  passed 
Joe's  elite  graveyard,  and  there  hovering  over  a  tomb- 
stone was  the  loveliest  female  vision  he  had  ever  seen. 
It  was  love  at  first  sight.  He  couldn't  give  up  the 
Ghost.  She  waved  her  graceful  linen  hemstitched 
sheet  at  him.  He  was  under  her  spell.  "To  hell  with 
th  Zombies,"  he  cried,  and  tenderly  embraced  her. 

The  next  morning  Jacop  was  manufacturing  vac- 
ums. 
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Scalded!  The  frail  tissue  of  my  creed 

Seared  a  lurid  crimson,  then 

Flaked  away,  and  the  atrophied 

Skeleton  lay  white  as  starch.  Hot  pain, 

Conceived  by  ten  terse  words!  "We  deeply  regret  .  .  . 

Killed  in  action  .  .  ."  Now  exact 

Your  indomitable,  your  intricate 

Network  of  bones  called  logic.  What  a  cracked. 

Corroded  pretense  this!  "I  believe 

In  the  Mind  Almighty."  But  swiftly  mend, 

Brittle  reason,  lest  I  live 

By  the  despised  God  of  lesser  men. 

—Florence   Carre 


gim^*^ 


Every  gob  has  his  girl,  but  Nancy  Clayton  needn't  fear  competition  in  this 
rustling  black  taffeta  formal,  with  a  bodice  of  shimmering  pink  satin.  $29.95 
at  Carson's  Evening  Shop  Fourth  Floor  State. 
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For  holiday  formals  and  debut  parties,  Jo  Anne  Jenkins  shows  off  an 
exquisite  black  marquisettte  and  blue  satin  formal,  hinting  of  Old  Mexico 
with  its  flirtatious  flounce  and  ruffled  top.  $35  at  Carson's  Evening  Shop 
Fourth  Floor  State. 
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"THE  BEST  THING 


> 


J  UFE  ARE  FREE 


K.  C.  Snyder 

Mirror,  mirror  on  the  wall, 

Who  thinks  he's  the  funniest  man 
of  all? 

With  a  broken  down  joke  and  re- 
cording  machine, 

It's  K.  C.  Snyder  who'll  make  you 
scream! 


Adelaide  Peterson 

The  stockings  are  hung 
By  the  mantle  with  care 
In  hopes  that  Adelaide 
Will  restyle  her  hair. 


Irv  Kremen 

Jolly  old  Saint  Irv 
With  his  bag  full  of  tricks. 
With  visions  of  sugar  plums 
And  elections  to  fix. 


Janet  Pope 

Little  Pope  upon  the  staff, 
Why  chase  Kremen  to  the  bath? 
And    your    torch    which    shines    so 

brightly, 
Why  not  learn   to  hide  it  nightly? 


MoRT  Nasatir 
He's  in,  he's  out 
It  all  depends. 
On  how  the  votes  go 
Cast  by  friends. 


Daphne  Daume 

Daphne  with  your  heart  of  gold. 
And  smile  beyond  compare, 
Don't  you  think  that  always  knittili; 
Get's  in   professors'   hair? 


John  J.  Boii^ers,  Leopard 


hy  PATTY  HAGEH 


THE  LEOPARD  crossed  his  legs  and  flicked  his  cigar 
gracefully  with  his  tail. 

"The  way  I  see  it,"  he  said,  "the  world  is  going  to 
the  dogs." 

Having  divulged  this  statement,  he  leaned  back  on 
the  bench,  blowing  smoke  lazily  through  his  whiskers. 
In  front  of  him  stretched  the  park,  bare  and  empty.  Oc- 
casionally the  wind  blew  off  from  the  lake,  ruffling  his 
fur  and  forcing  his  ears  back,  but  the  cold  could  not 
penetrate  his  genuine  spotted  fur.  The  few  people  on 
the  street  behind  him  were  hurrying  to  get  away  from 
the  wind,  and  they  stumbled  down  Michigan  oblivious 
to  the  leopard  who  was  seated  on  the  bench  talking 
to  himself. 

Footsteps  were  heard  and  a  sailor  walked  over  to 
sit  down.  He  fumbled  in  his  pockets  for  cigarettes  and 
finally  came  up  with  a  pack  of  Camels.  The  leopard 
winced  when  he  saw  them,  but,  controlling  his  disgust, 
he  said  politely,  "Would  you  care  for  a  light?" 

"Don't  mind  if  I  do,  Joe,"  answered  the  sailor. 

He  leaned  over  towards  the  lighted  match  that  was 
being  held  out,  the  leopard's  paw  shielding  it  from 
the  wind.  The  sailor  lit  his  cigarette  nonchalantly  and 
then  stopped  suddenly,  his  eyes  riveted  on  the  golden 
paw. 

Finally  in  a  strangled  voice  he  said  hopefully,  "Cos- 
tume party?" 

Coyly,    "Nope,    guess   again." 

The  sailor  paled,  never  taking  his  eyes  from  the  paw. 
Bending  down  until  his  nose  almost  touched  the  fur, 
he  began  to  move  his  face  up  the  outstretched  arm.  His 
eyes  went  past  the  clows,  past  the  soft  fur,  past  the 
shoulder,  past  the  neck,  past  the  whiskers,  until  BOOM, 
he  was  looking  into  a  pair  of  topaz   eyes. 

"The  name  is  Bowers,"  murmured  the  leopard  sweet- 
ly, "John  J.  Bowers." 

The  sailor  jumped  to  his  feet  followed  by  the  leopard. 

"She  warned  me!"  he  babbled,  "My  mother,  she 
warned  me  that  there  would  be  times  like  this!" 

"However,"  pointed  out  the  leopard  pedantically,  "she 


could  hardly  have  foreseen  a  situation  like  this.    The 
way — " 

The  sailor  broke  in  excitedly.  "You're  talking!"  he 
finally  managed  to  get  out,  shaking  an  accusing  and 
trembling   finger   at   the   animal. 

The  leopard  drew  himself  up,  his  spots  quivering. 
"What  do  you  want  me  to  do,  cackle?" 

The  sailor  only  stood  there,  his  head  shaking,  his 
eyes  rolling.  All  at  once  he  drew  out  a  bottle  from  his 
blouse,  and,  taking  a  very  long  drink,  he  fell  uncon- 
scious on  the  ground.  Bowers  (John  J.  Bowers)  stood 
looking  down  at  him  sadly  for  a  moment  and  then 
stepped  lightly  over  the  body. 

"How  weak  the  younger  generation  has  gotten!" 
he  said. 

A  short  while  later,  he  was  strolling  down  Michigan, 
gazing  with  interest  in  all  the  stores.  Occasionally  he 
would  stop  and  admire  himself  in  the  reflected  glass, 
turning  his  head  first  to  the  left  and  then  to  the  right 
to  get  the  effect.  He  was  really  a  beautiful  leopard 
with  limpid  eyes  and  strong  white  whiskers.  His  erect, 
two-footed  carriage  would  have  made  him  outstand- 
ing anywhere.  But  to  the  busy  crowds  on  the  street, 
he  was  just  one  more  obstacle  to  bump  into.  Being 
typical  Chicagoans,  they  were  unconscious  of  person- 
alities and  one  leopard  more  or  less  made  no  differ- 
ence to  them. 

He  had  walked  almost  past  one  store  when  he  stopped 
short  and,  wheeling  around,  trotted  back  to  the  dis- 
play. Pressing  his  nose  demurely  against  the  glass,  he 
noted  with  interest  the  fur  coats. 

"If  I'm  not  mistaken,"  he  mumbled  to  himself,  "that 
two  thousand  dollar  leopard  job  is  Aunt  Bertie.  And 
to  think  that  the  family  always  said  that  they  wouldn't 
give  two  cents  for  Bertie. 

"Hey,  you!"  yelled  the  storekeeper,  leaning  around 
the  corner  of  the  window. 

"Who — me?"    inquired    the    leopard. 

The  man  was  red  with  anger.  "Yes,  you,  you  filthy 
little  beast,  you.  Stop  picketing  my  place  and  go  away. 
We're  union  here,  you  know,"  he  said  insultingly. 
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The  leopard  walked  over  to  the  little  man.  Putting 
his  paws  in  his  ears,  he  waggled  them  convincingly, 
his  face  an   inch  away  from  the  man's. 

"To  hell  with  the  union!"  he  leered  into  the  man's 
bridgework,  and  sauntered  casually  away,  his  tail 
swishing. 

An  hour  later,  after  a  very  pleasant  stroll  down  the 
avenue,  he  decided  to  go  back  and  see  how  the  sailor 
was  bearing  up.  He  wandered  back  to  the  park  bench 
only  to  find  the  scene  deserted,  his  sailor  gone.  Bend- 
ing down.  Bowers  began  sniffing  along  the  footprints. 
The  trail  led  him  past  the  park,  across  the  street,  and 
zig-zaggedly  down  the  pavement  for  several  blocks 
where  it  finally  disappeared  into  a  drug  store.  Looking 
in,  he  saw  the  sailor  seated  hunched  over  the  counter 
feverishly  gulping  his  third  bromo  seltzer.  The  leopard 
moved  guiltily  and  turned  his  back  to  the  store. 

"After  all,  it's  all  your  fault,"  he  said  to  himself.  "A 
poor  little  sailor  all  alone  in  a  big  city  and  you  have 
to  come  along  to  confuse  him." 

A  tear  rolled  down  his  nose,  dangled  on  the  strong 
white  whiskers,  and  then  plopped  to  the  cement,  for 
the  leopard,  a  sentimental  soul,  felt  himself  to  blame. 

"Bowers,  you  will  have  to  make  restitution,"  he  mur- 
mured. 

Suddenly  the  sailor  got  up,  paid  his  bill,  and  stag- 
gered out.  Followed  closely  by  the  leopard,  he  made 
his  way  doggedly  toward  the  hotel  across  the  street, 
and  stepped  into  the  revolving  door. 

As  the  leopard,  thinking  deeply,  his  eyes  cast  down, 
was  going  in  after  him,  he  noticed  vaguely  a  very 
Varga-ish  pair  of  ankles  in  the  lobby.  Looking  up  so 
fast  his   spots   merged,   he   beheld   a  gorgeous   blonde. 


the  rest  of  whom  measured  up  to  the  ankles,  and  a  little 
bit  more.  He  whistled  softly  (because  even  if  he  was 
a  leopard,  he  could  still  recognize  stuff  when  he  saw 
it)  when  he  got  an  idea  that  was  really  something. 
Just  as  the  blonde  stepped  into  the  revolving  door,  and 
just  before  the  sailor  began  to  step  out,  he  gave  a  lunge 
against  the  partition  and  started  the  revolving  door 
spinning.  As  he  padded  round  and  round  on  his  soft 
little  feet,  he  set  up  a  mental  telepathy  system  in  his 
mind,  hypnotizing  his  two  prisoners.  In  India  where 
he  had  been  born,  he  had  gone  around  with  a  fakir's 
daughter,  and  had  really  learned  a  lot  from  her  old 
man.    This  knowledge  he  was  now  putting  to  use. 

"Love — love — love — love — "  purred  the  leopard.  "All 
is  love — I  am  love — life  is  love.    Love — love — love." 

Round  and  round  he  ran,  the  blonde  racing  frantically 
to  keep  up,  the  sailor  still  looking  a  little  dazed  but 
striding  manfully.  Suddenly  the  leopard  jumped  grace- 
fully into  the  lobby,  leaving  the  door  revolving  behind 
him,  and  sat  down  casually  to  wait,  thrusting  out  a 
paw  now  and  then  to  slow  it  down.  The  revolutions 
slowly  ceased,  and  out  staggered  the  blonde,  rather 
exerted,  but  just  as  beautiful  as  ever.  Right  behind  her 
came  the  sailor,  just  as  dazed  but  obviously  very  happy 
about  the  whole  thing.  He  stopped  and  looked  at  her 
with  interest. 

"Hello,"  he  said  hopefully. 

"Hello,"  she  said  softly. 

"Well,  well,"  said  the  leopard,  smiling  broadly  and 
benevolently.     Imagine    that! " 

And,  offering  them  each  an  arm,  he  winked. 

"May  I  buy  you  a  drink?"  he  said. 


'My  name  is  Bill  Ross. 
What's  yours?" 
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PURPLE    PARROT 


Take 
Your  Pick 


PERSONALITY 


Ann  Ainsworth 

Kappa  Kappa  Gamma 
Gre.  9321 


Striped 


Just  ask 
her 


My  Gawd! 


Pat  Gleixner 

Chi  Omega 
Gre.  9369 


They  Uke 
it  in  Ne'w 
Guinea 


You  mean  with 
MEN? 


Marion  Schafer 

Alpha  Omicron  Pi 
Gre.  9330 


More  or 
Less 


Terrific — 
with  mascara 


Petition  to 
WSGA 


Through  the 
courtesy  of 
Max  Factor 


Anne  Dingle 

Kappa  Alpha  Theta 
Gre.  9140 


Quantities 


Well,  her 
tears  flow 
like  wine 


Have  you  passed 
your  bar  exam? 


She's  just  a  little 
Theta  from 
Theta  town 


Ann  Lammeis 

Delta  Delta  Delta 
Gre.   9568 


Long 


Appraising 


Run  if  you 
can 


Eager 


Ludmilla 
de 

Waskcwsky 

Gre.  5181 


Only  for 
Ed,  Joe, 
and  Bill 


If  you're  over 
6  ft.  you've 
been  warned 


Enterprising 


lean  Hutchison 

Delta  Gamma 
Gre.  9326 


Yep 


Open  for 
business 


We've  seen 
it  done 


Pat  Hanson 

Alpha  Phi 
Gre.  9328 


Milkmaid 
type 


If  you're  a 
Federalist 


We  haven't 
noticed 


Barbara  Bushby 

Gamma  Phi  Beta 
Gre.  8823 


Notice  the 

lipstick 

first 


It's  Leap  Year 
isn't  it? 
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PERSONALITY 


Kay  Christopher 

Alpha  Chi  Omega 
Gre.   9104 


It  is 
loo! 


She's  batting 
a  thousand. 


Well, 

she  photographs 

well 


Betty  lones 

Pi  Beta  Phi 
Gre.  9855 


Unkempt 


Don't  let 
'em  fool  ya 


You-know-what 
rears  its  ugly 
head 


Earthy 


Polly  Silver 

Alpha  Epsilon  Phi 
Gre.   8876 


The  kind 
you  love 
to  touch 


How  many 
hearts  have 
you  broken? 


Discriminate. 
She  can  afford 
to  be 


Connie  Young 

Chapin 
Gre.   9008 


Courtesy 
Charm  Curl 


The  oriental 
type — Sigma  Chi 


It  would 
help 


Dee  Langren 

Delta  Zeta 
Gre.   9368 


It  glo"ws 
in  the 
dark 


They 
number  two 


She's  a  awful 
fine  girl 


It  could 
happen  to 
you 


Marie  Sierra 

Alpha  Gamma  Delta 
Gre.   8915 


Ed.  note.  None  of  us  knows  her.        We  .just  found  the  name   on  a  mailing  list. 


Lynn  Booth 

Transfer 
Gre.   3500 


For  night 
use 


Any  time  boys, 
any    time 


Fly  by 
night 


June  Kaiser 

Sigma  Delta  Tau 
Gre.  9317 


Your  guess 
is  as  good 


A  pool  in 
which  your 
love  lies 


If  you're 
interested,  she 


You  can 
learn  to  like 


Carrie  Dorsey 

Ze'.a  Tau  Alpha 
Gre.  9834 


I  suppose 


Double 
trouble 


Six  at  a  time 


Versatile  as 
all  hell 


Ethel  Weiss 

Alpha  Xi  Delta 
Gre.   8850 


Braid  it 
and  forget 


They  don't 
miss  a 
thing 


Everything  comes 
to  her  \vho  waits 


Mary  Lou  Sauer 

Kappa  Delta 
Gre.  2227 


Debatable 
(get  it?) 


Hyper-Thyroid 
condition 
no  doubt 


Are  you  a 
good  listene 


Wired  for 
sound 
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PURPLE    PARROT 


FREE    PARKING 

•  Opposite   l\orshore    Theatre 

*  Convenient  to  buses 

CALIFORNIA 
BRICK  KITCHEN 

415   HOWARD  STREET 


FOR  THE  ONES 
OVERSEAS! 

A  letter  with  a  photograph  of 
their  loved  ones  is  the  perfect  gift 
for  those  in  the  service.  We  have 
just  the  right  size  photographs, 
mounted  in  folders,  complete 
and  ready  for  mailing  in  an  ordi- 
nary envelope. 

3  for  $1.50 

With  this  ad  4  for  $1.50 

NO  APPOINTMENT 
necessary 

Open  from   1   P.M.  to  8:30 
P.  M.  Daily 

DeGore 

1741  Sherman 

Open  evenings  until  8:30 

Phone  University  6330 


AS  TIME 
GOES  BY 

I  REMEMBER  that  horrible  night  in 
those  stinking,  vermin-filled  trenches  as 
if  it  were  yesterday.  The  four  day  driz- 
zling rain  had  given  no  letup  and  we 
waddled  rather  than  walked  in  oozing, 
knee-deep  watery  mud! 

And  as  if  this  weren't  enough,  we  had 
shells  bursting  overhead  casting  eerie 
shadows  upon  the  faces  of  the  panic- 
stricken  men  below!  A  shell  would  burst 
and  some  nerve-wracked  soldier  would 
cry  out  hysterically  and  dash  madly  for 
the  darkness  beyond  and  throw  himself 
face  down  in  that  terrible  muck  and  mire. 

There  we  stood,  horrified;  the  kid 
kneeled  on  the  ground,  his  right  hand 
raised,  asking  help  of  the  gods.  During 
shellbursts  you  tried  to  look  at  each  one's 
face  to  see  if  he  looked  as  scared  as  you 
felt.  The  expressions  so  discerned  bore 
out  the  fact  that  everyone  was  afraid  of 
the  same  thing. 

And  each  one  thought  to  himself,  and 
some  thought  it  aloud:  "God,  it  could  not 
happeni"  It  could  not  happen!  Ho,  the 
odds  were  against  its  happening,  but  all 
apparent  evidence  and  identifications  gave 
rise  to  a  feeling  that  for  once  his  idea  of 
odds   wouldn't  meet   the   test. 

"God,"  murmured  one  of  the  men, 
"throw  it,  for  God's  sake,  throw  it!" 

"Give  him  time!  Take  it  easy,"  soothed 
the   sergeant. 

But  even  the  sergeant,  who  had  been 
in  all  of  the  major  land  campaigns  of  the 
war,  knew  the  chances  against  the  kid's 
making  good.  But  it  was  confidence  that 
the  kid  needed  now  and  the  sergeant  was 
the  one  to  give  it  to  him.  The  kid  knew 
just  how  much  depended  upon  his  suc- 
ceeding. In  all.  there  were  37  men,  in- 
cluding himself,  in  that  abandoned  sec- 
tion  of  the   enemy   trench. 

The  kid  threw  back  his  arm  slowly, 
very  slowly.  Time  ceased  to  be  anything 
but  "endless."  The  eyes  of  36  men  were 
riveted  upon  his  arm  and  hand.  For  what 
seemed  to  those  shell-shocked  men  a  life- 
time, his  arm  remained  poised  behind 
him.  Suddenlv  his  arm  shot  forward.  His 
fingers  opened  just  at  the  right  moment 
and  by  the  light  of  the  flares  in  the  skies, 
we  saw,  some  seconds  later,  the  mo?t  as- 
tonishing and  ghastly  of  imoossibilities 
happen!  Amazing  or  outlandish  doesn't 
begin  to  describe  it.  Against  all  imagina- 
ble odds,  and  vet  by  the  grace  of  the  gods, 
it  happened.  Right  there  before  our  tired, 
strained  eyes  it  happened.  Eight  passes 
in   a   row! 


Come  in  to 
do  your  Holiday 
Shopping  Early! 

Telegraph  flowers 
to  your  loved  ones. 

London's  Flower  Shop 

1712  Sherman    Uni.  7542,  0632 


Earring  Headquarters 
A  Beautiful  Gift! 

Pin  and  Earring  Sets 
Pink  Gold  on  Sterling 
— Birds,  Sprays,  Bows 
Tailored  or  Jeweled  Sets 


$5.00  and  up  plus  tax 

Evanston  Radio  and  Gift  Shop, 

Opposite   Varsity   Theater 
Open  Mon.  and  Thurs.  until  9:30 


EUGENE  L.  RAY 

STUDIO 

^tH/a«J    Hjepenaaole 

for  (/3etler  /  liotoarapnu 


1606  CHICAGO  AVE.    UNI.  2238 


This  year 

get  books, 

jewelry, 

leather  goods. 


and  sporting  goods  from  your  gift   store — CHANDLERS 

Southeast  Corner,  Fountain  Square 
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Your  Official  Fraternity 
Jeweler 

L.  G.  BALFOUR 
COMPANY 

55    E.    Washington    Street 

CHICAGO 


Badges,    Rings,    Favors, 

I\ovelties,  Stationery, 

and  Programs 

G.  W.  "Pat"  Henri,  Mgr. 
State  4246-4247 


Kodak  as  You  Go 
Thru  College 

EVANSTON 
PHOTOGRAPHIC  SERVICE 

Developing  and  Printing 

1854  Sherman  Ave.,  Evanston,  III. 

Phone  GREenleaf  8871 


If  your  hair 

is  not 

becoming  to  yon— 

you 

should   be  coming 

to  us! 

THE    TRIM 
BARBER    SHOP 

1613  Sherman  Groenloaf  9009 


Corsages  At  Their 

BEST 

WEILANDS 

UNI.  0878 


•  Leave  us  tee  off  by  saying  that 
the  Gamma  Phis  are  still  the  most 
frolicsome  little  group  on  campus. 
Besides  their  gay  behavior  at  vari- 
ous formals,  the  spotlight  points 
with  pride  at  the  knockdown 
dragout  that  they  staged  at  Ma 
Schramtti's  the  night  of  their 
pledge  walkout.  Besides  President 
Lee  Hanson  Schaeffer's  being 
knocked  out  cold,  and  pledge 
president  M.  J.  Garrity  having  her 
spectacles  smashed,  we  under- 
stand that  one  of  their  more  eager 
pledges  went  home  with  Jim 
Anderson.  .  .  . 

•  Over  in  the  Theta  house, 
known  far  and  wide  as  the  Nil  Sig 
annex,  Bobbie  Stevens  and  Lee 
Miinroe  are  planning  to  make  it 
two  on  the  aisle  in  December,  as 
Walter  Winchell  would  say.  This 
item  is  verified  by  the  fact  that 
three  people  saw  Bobbie  give  a 
package  of  Luckies  to  Lee  without 
so  much  as  wincing. 

As  a  follow-up  on  that  Sam 
Shelton-Nancy  Clayton  story  that 
we  gave  you  last  month,  we  are 
now  proud  and  happy  to  announce 
that  Nancy  has  at  long  last  ac- 
cepted sad  Sam's  pin.  But  an 
Alpha  Phi  we  know  warned  us 
darkly  that  she  thought  it  was 
only  of  Tower  Hall  duration. 
Faites  vos  jeux,  mes  enfants. 

•  Who  was  seen  where  on  what 
night  with  you  know  who  ?  If  you 
went  way  up  to  Patten  Gym  on 
the  night  of  December  2  we  hope 
you  didn't  look  too  closely  at  the 
Queen  candidates'  escorts,  most  of 
which  apparently  were  sent  out 
for  at  the  last  minute.  This  whole 
situation  is  at  a  crux,  and  our  per- 
sonal recommendation  to  whom- 
ever selects  the  girls  is  that  every- 
one   be    eliminated    who    is    not 


pinned  to  a  med  student  or  mar- 
ried to  an  R.O.T.C.  The  tremend- 
ous significance  of  Kay  Chris- 
topher's attending  the  Alpha  Chi 

formal  with  a  blind  date  is  not  to 
be  ignored. 

•  And  now,  loved  ones,  we  would 
like  to  tell  you  about  how  much 
we  respect  ambitious  English 
honors'  students  who  are  not  con- 
tent with  classroom  work  but  fill 
in  the  lonesome  hours  with  com- 
panionship with  blonde  English 
department  assistants.  We  did  not 
even  become  crusty  when  we 
heard  about  how  they  turned  up 
at  a  formal  much  the  worse  for 
lipstick,  probably  the  result  of 
reading  Keats  together.  You  can 
always  call  it  culture,  Mayo. 

•  Culture  is  also  responsible  for 
a  happy  climax  to  another  little 
romance  we  heard  about.  Beta 
Bob  Peck  anxiously  sought  out  his 
chosen  one,  Flo  Fletcher,  ZTA,  in 
the  civic  opera  house  during  inter- 
mission, when  she  went  down  to 
catch  the  Ballet.  Now  that  we 
think  this  over,  it  may  be  that  Bob 
was  appearing  in  the  Ballet,  and 
Flo  went  down  to  catch  him.  You 
had  better  ask  someone  else. 

•  You've  heard  of  double 
trouble?  Well,  Carrie  Dorsey,  also 
of  ZTA  fame,  had  more  than  her 
share  when  six  midshipmen 
called,  all  claiming  that  they  were 
Johnny.  But  Carrie  proved  she 
was  a  true  sorority  woman  when 
she  accepted  dates  with  all  six  of 
them.  And  then  sister  Dottie 
Bryer  announced  her  engagement 
to  Art  Gar  St,  Phi  Psi  from  U.  of 
Illinois,  and  Kay  Keating  married 
Cliff  Ricliards  of  the  A.A.F. 

•  Harking  back  once  more  to  the 
pledge  walkouts,  the  Pi  Phis  were 
outsmarted  but  good  by  their 
clever  satellites,  who  left  the  ac- 
tives at  home  sans  cars  and  gas 
coupons.  There  was  nothing  to  do 
but  for  all  the  girls  from  Mary 
Lib  Tallant  on  down,  to  climb  in 
taxies  and  sit  in  Schramms  mus- 
ing for  the  rest  of  the  evening. 

•  Maybe  it  would  have  been  bet- 
ter if  Beta  Herb  Higgins  had  been 
sent  to  Alaska  instead  of  Navy 
Pier  because  his  loss  of  memory 

(Continued  on  page  29) 
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What  picks  you  up 

and  makes  you  chipper? 
Hot  Fudge  Sundaes 

from  the  Dipper — 

ENJOY  THEM! 


THE  BIG  DIPPER 

Across  from  Willard 


Before  leaving  for   home 

and  the  holiday  whirl, 

visit  the 

Classic  Barber  Shop 

for 

a  first-rate  shave  and  haircut 
1721   Sherman  Gre.   1707 


GEORGE  WINTER 

Groceries 
526  Davis  Evanston,  III 


Back  the  Attack 

Subscribe  to  the 

6th  War  Bond 

Drive 


I  heard  you  cried  last  night. 
DECEMBER,    1944 


EXCLUSIVE   WATER   REPELLENT 

PROCESS 

For  element  cloth  coats  and  jackets 

An    ideal   protection   against   rain   and   snow 

NEWHOUSE    PROCESS 

1920  Central  St.                                                                          GRE.   8090 

"It's  a  boy.  MacTavish  is  passing 
out  matches  so  we  can  light  our  Sir  Walter  Raleigh.  " 


Smokes  as  sweet 
as  it  smells 

". . .  the  quality  pipe 
tobacco  of  America" 


FREE!  24page  illuitrated  booklet  tellt  how  fo  select  and  breofc  m  o  new  pipe;  rutei  for  pipe 
cleaning,  etc.    Write  today.    Brown   S,    Wiltiamiort  Tobocco   Corporation,   Louiiville  1.    Kentucky 


Be  prepared!    Don^t  miss  the  fun! 
Get  your  ivinter  sporting  equipment  now! 

at,Ue     CO-OP. 

skis — $1.95-$24.50 

Other  sports  equipment  and  accessories 

at  equally  reasonable  prices. 

1726  Orrington  Greenleaf  2600 
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We've  got  the  ansiver 
to  all  your 

problems! 

China  .  .  .  stemware 

handmade  linens 

and  decorative 

accessories.  .  .  . 


1551  SHERMAN  AVENUE 
Evanston 


^H 


r-r.     ^    1/,, 

1 1  /-. 


i^nicuao  A  S^martest 


'f 


R. 


eiL 


aufani 


Famous  for 


Southern  Fried  Chicken 


6935  Sheridan  Road 

Five  Minutes  from  Evanston 


Chicago,  III. 


PENCILS 
BRUSHES 
yi,  ART  BOOKS 

Jjl  EASELS 

<IRT 

SUPPLY 


'^  EVANSTON 

a   Store-for  Artists  Run  bi|  Ai-tists. 

EVANSTON 


EL  GArCHO 

North  Shore's  Most  Distinctive  Restaurant  &  Cocktail  Lounge 


The  finest  in  foods, 
chili,  spaghetti, 
lobster  tails,  chicken 
and  steaks 


LEN  WARD 

The  Sensationally 
Amusing  Caricaturist 


JEAN  MORGAN 

at  the  HAMMOISD  ORGAN 


Dinners  served  from  6  'til  10 


Skokie  Blvd.,  North  of  Harrison 


Skokie  2870 
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(Continued  from  page  26) 
leaves  Jean  Hiney,  D.  G.,  with 
plenty  of  time  for  date  jerks.  He 
hasn't  forgotten  the  phone  num- 
ber but  the  name  seems  to  have 
slipped  his  mind.  But  what's  the 
difference  as  long  as  you  keep  him 
in  the  house. 

•  It  is  our  turn  to  gloat.  That  old 
adlibber,  Adelaide  herself,  of 
Daily  notoriety,  has  gotten  herself 
engaged  to  Fred  Thulen,  Lambda 
Chi  pledge.  The  Daily  should  be 
filled  with  sweetness  and  light  for 
weeks  to  come. 

And  then  there  is  the  case  of 
Margie  Killam,  Tri  Delt,  and  Dave 
Wyborny,  Phi  Delt,  who  keep 
meeting  at  the  most  awkward 
times  and  staring  back  and  forth 
like  a  couple  of  ping  pong  spec- 
tators. Of  course,  Dave  has  the 
advantage,  being  able  to  see,  at 
least  for  the  first  half  of  the  eve- 
ning. Collectively  owned 

•  Barby  Schmidt  now  sports  a 
Delt  pin  (to  be  used  only  in  case 
of  an  emergency)  alongside  her 
wellworn  Gamma  Phi  pledge  but- 
ton. Bud  Fanning  hung  it,  if 
you've  interested.  We  weren't.  Al- 
so adding  to  the  chapter  collec- 
tion, is  Marilyn  Chamberlain  who 
got  around  to  taking  Tom  Steph- 
enson's Phi  Gam  badge,  but  we 
wouldn't  write  that  one  in  the 
books  with  indelible  ink.  Incident- 
ally, no  ring's  attached,  if  anyone 
is  taking  a  poll. 

•  David  Glisman,  Oklahoma's 
gift  to  music  school,  has  all  the 
coloratura's  singing  Ich  Liebe 
Dicht.  But  Martha  Huddleston, 
Chi  O,  still  prefers  beer  to  Bach. 
She  probably  doesn't  like  Nelson 
Eddy,  either.  Bus  Osborne,  former 
Lindgren  man,  and  now  with  the 
"fighting  forces",  has  been  re- 
ported missing  somewhere  be- 
tween Miami  and  Cleveland  ac- 
cording to  Marilyn  Jones,  Tri 
Delt.  Anyone  spotting  a  wander- 
ing hunk  of  man,  please  report  to 
Jonesy  or  the  Parrot  office. 

•  We  hope  that  Chris  Mitsoff, 
eligible  Fiji  freshman,  does  not 
follow  in  the  trail  of  his  brother 
campus  jokers,  but  he's  oflf  to  a 
good  start  with  Jeanne  Boland 
holding  the  ring  in  his  nose. 


IS  YOUR 
PREFERENCE  FOR 


It  should  be,  of  course,  because  first  of  all  sterling 
is  solid  silver.  Then,  the  beauty  and  richness  you 
are  hoping  for,  is  so  amply  assured  by  sterling 
silver  because  of  its  skillful  design  and  expert 
craftsmanship.  And,  too,  the  radiant  beauty  in 
e^'ery  piece  of  fine  sterling  is  there  to  stay ...  to 
add  to  your  enjoj'ment  all  through  the  years. 

You  don't  need  to  wait  any  longer  to  enjoy  the 
beauty  of  sterling  silver.  Start  your  set  today  on 
our  Place  Service  Plan.  Begin  with  one  place  serv- 
ice. Later  you  can  add  other  place  services  and 
soon,  your  service  will  be  complete. 


We  show  one  of  the  largest  selections  in  the 
country,  and  all  from  such  famous  firms  as  Gorhnm, 
Reed  and  Barton,  International,  hunt.  Whiting, 
Wallace  &  Towle. 


TATMAN 


707  Church  Street 


Evanston 
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Have  a  "Coke"  =  Soldier,  refresh  yourself 


.  .  .  or  a  way  to  relax  in  camp 

To  soldiers  in  camp,  from  the  Gulf  Coast  to  the  north  woods,  Coca-Cola 
is  a  reminder  of  what  they  left  behind.  On  "Company  Street"  as  on  Main 
Street,  Coca-Cola  stands  for  the  pause  that  refreshes.  Ice-cold  Coca-Cola  in 
your  icebox  at  home  is  a  symbol  of  a  friendly  way  of  living. 

BOTTLED  UNDER  AUTHORITY   OF  THE  COCA-COIA  COMPANY   BY 

COCA-COLA     BOTTLING     CO.,     OF     CHICAGO,     INC. 


"Coke"=  Coca-Cola 

It's  natural  for  popular  namt 
to  acquire  friendly  abbrevi 
tions.  That's  why  you  he: 
Coca-Cola  called  "Coke". 


SYBIL'S 


S' 


cO 


fjN' 


.^C> 


\^\' 


G^ 


■^iv^x 


FOR     A 

BIGGER,      BETTER 

BUY 


THE  1946  SYLLABUS 
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SLEEPY-TIME  GALS  hit  the  wad  to  dreamland  m  cozy  Uttk  get-ups 

hke  Barbara  Bushby's  wool  flannel  robe,  25.00,  and 

Nancy  Detjen's  quilted  pa/amas.  Jacket,  16.95;  trousers,  14.95  -ir  negligees 

CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO 


ARE  YDU  M  UNPUBLISHED  AUTHOR? 

IS  YDUR  DESK  LITTERED  WITH  REJEETIDN  SLIPS? 

ARE  YDUR  MAIVUSERIPTS  ERYIIVG 
FDR  REEDGMTIDIV? 


The  rules  are  simple: 

1.  Your  story  may  be  humorous,  serious,  or  satirical. 

2.  Make  it  between  1500  and  3000  words. 

3.  The  contest  will  run  three  months  with  the  winning  story  published 
in  the  May  issue  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT. 

4.  Bring  your  typewritten  manuscripts  to  the  PARROT  office,  Scott  Hall, 
by  April  15th. 

5.  You  must  be  an  accredited  member  of  the  university. 

The  PURPLE  PARROT  is  starting  this  contest  with  the  hope 
of  bringing  out  dormant  or  hidden  talents  among  Northwest- 
ern students.  This  is  your  opportunity  to  break  into  print. 
This  is  your  opportunity  to  win 

TWENTY   FIVE   DOLLARS 

in  our  prix  de  PARROT 
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. .  ii^r,  L-cy  o  ,',  orK  Is  Uone  painted  by  Ruuolf  We 


Jk 


me 


Peace.  Privacy.  Your  own  domain,  where  you  are  "boss"  Where  you 
can  do  as  you  please,  when  you  please  and  how  you  please. 

It  won't  be  long  now  — that's  what  we're  working  and  lighting  for. 

And  when  the  work  ;s  done,  there  are  plenty  of  things  you'll  find 
unchanged  at  home  — one  of  them  is  Kaywoodie,  the  pipe  most  men 
have  adopted  as  the  best  in  the  world.  It'll  be  the  same  mild,  cool, 
flavorful  smoke,  made  of  the  same  fine  Mediterranean  briar,  as  be- 
fore the  war,  or  long  ago. 


Kaywoodie  briar  is  a  natural  product.  Time,  and  the  sun  and  soil 
and  wind  produce  it,  and  they're  not  in  a  hurry.  Our  seasoning  of 
it  isn't  hurried,  either.  It  takes  years  to  make  a  Kaywoodie. 

These  stout  pipes  are  tempered  with  special  curing-agents,  so  that 
they  transform  tobacco  into  the  most  delicious,  fragrant,  satisfac- 
tory smoke  you  ever  tasted.  We  promise  you  thoroughly  agreeable 
enjoyment,  and  we  believe  you'll  find  Kaywoodie-smoking  one  of 
the  best,  most  satisfactory  e.xperiences  in  life. 


Many  Kaywoodies  go  direct  to  our  fighting  men  — 
please  be  patient  if  your  dealer  temporarily  can't 
supply  you.  jllusfrated  here  is  Meerschaum-Lined 
Kaywoodie   "Square"    Shape,    No.    IIC  —  $12.50. 


yNar  Bonds 
come  first 


KAYWOODIE 

BRIAR. 


Your  Chesterfield  Santa  Claus  reminding  you 
that  at  Christmastime  when  you  get  together 
the  best  of  everything  for  real  enjoyment . . .  the 
cigarette  that  Satisfies  belongs  on  top. 

The  reason  is  *  *  * 
CHESTERFIELDS    RIGHT  COMBINATION 


WORLD'S  BEST  TOBACCOS 


LtGHT 


Copyright  19 1 1,  LiccETT  S:  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


^hesterfield'^ 


s^if 


